CHAPTER  IV.
ARTHUR HALLAM. 1831-1833.
Thy leaf has perish'd in the green, And, while we breathe beneath the sun. The world which credits what is done
Is cold to all that might have been.
So here shall silence guard thy fame;
But somewhere, out of human view,
Whatever thy hands are set to do Is wrought with tumult of acclaim.
In the spring of 1831 my father was much distressed about the condition of his eyes and feared that he was going to lose his sight, "a sad thing to barter the universal light even for the power of l Tiresias and Phineus, prophets old.'" He took to a milk diet for some months, which apparently " did good." At all events his eyesight was strong enough to allow him to study Don Quixote in the original. He also records that one night he " saw the moonlight reflected in a nightingale's eye, as she was singing in the hedgerow V He adds that her voice vibrated with such passion that he wrote of
The leaves That tremble round the nightingale
1 Owing to  his  extreme  short-sight he  could   see   objects  at a short distance better than anyone: and at a long distance with his eye-glass or
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